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He gave one heavy sigh, and added: " rm glad von were with me, it would have been worse alone5' He pushed me gently from him. As I started down the street he called: " I'll send you word some time to-night what we're to do."
I left him to the reporters; I had not spoken one word from the moment I had begged to enter my dressing-room I felt strangely sad and forlorn as I dropped, draggled and tired, into a chair.   I said to mother:   " It's gone i the only theatre in New York whose door was not barred against me, and — I — I think that at this moment I know just how a dog feels who has lost a loved master/* and dropping my face upon my hands, I wept long over the destruction of my first dramatic home in New York the little Fifth Avenue Theatre.                                     '